MUSIC IN LONDON 1890-94

couple of songs by Mr Goring Thomas (Chappell), and the
second, a series of settings of Tennyson by Mr Alfred Cellier
(Metzler), are in the politest vein, delicate in sentiment, elegant
and finished in workmanship, shewing the influence of Sterndale
Bennett, modified in Mr Thomas's case by the fascinations of
Gounod. Nothing could suit Tennyson better. The other two are
much fresher. One is a little cycle of songs by Marshall-Hall, with
a rhymed preface containing some strong observations as to the
sort of encouragement the author received in this country, "where
Truth and Art seek bread and home in vain." Australia has now
offered Mr Marshall-Hall a professorship, which will, it is to be
hoped, establish some sort of truce between Truth and Art and
their natural enemies, the baker and the landlord. But these songs
will not make Mr Marshall-Hall so popular in Australia as Mr
Milton Wellings, for they are no simple tunes with every strain
repeated and furnished with an obvious complement. They run
into dramatic monologue of the latest Wagnerian type, rather a
serious matter for the ordinary amateur. Two or three of the
songs, however, can be turned to account by any really cultivated
amateur. They are published by Mr Joseph Williams.

The Album for Song, by Agatha Backer-Grondahl, the Nor-
wegian pianist, published by Warmuth of Christiania and Breit-
kopf & Hartel, is full of that steadfast poetic feeling and beautiful
taste which so ennobled her playing. The pianist's hand is appar-
ent in the vocal parts of the songs; not that pianoforte traits are
anywhere substituted for vocal traits, but that a considerable de-
mand is made on the performer for pure cantabile singing and
delicacy of vocal touch, whereas there is little conceded to what
may be called the personal conditions of singing. Pure soprano
voices, capable of being used in the upper register pretty con-
tinuously without fatigue, will find in Madame Grondahl's songs
just the opportunities they need. Tito Mattei, from whom I
dreaded some unscrupulous/?^ de salon^ has surprised me with
a song, Treasured Violets (Doremi & Co.), remarkably happy in
its sincerity of expression and the perfect relation between its
musical form and Mr Oxenford's little poem. The same merit,
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